I28                        PETROVKA
she placed it, down It would tumble into the very
forefront of her brain, to plague her unmercifully.
Suddenly Olga was startled by a moan that proceeded
from the ravine, near the edge of which she was sitting.
She bent forward, listening intently. The sound was
repeated. Some human being was in pain, of that there
could be no doubt. Olga started to her feet, the cries
were weakening, and she feared that if they ceased, she
would have great difficulty in locating the sufferer.
As she started to descend the hill side, she realized that
the person in distress, though hidden from view, was
nearer than she had imagined, for she could now dis-
tinguish the word " Help ! "
It was years since Olga had heard a word of English,
and at the sound of her native tongue, she turned almost
dizzy with excitement, for it recalled her mother.
"Coming ! " Olga replied. " Go on calling so that
I know where to find you." She was not long in
reaching the scene of the accident, a steep, slippery, short
cut between two zigzag curves of the rough mountain
path. On the incline, she saw a man huddled up,
nursing his foot. It was not until she reached the
bend of the path below him that Olga was able to
distinguish his appearance, for the trees cast a shadow
over his face. As she looked upward, however, she
remarked that the man was very dark-skinned, but she
did not know sufficient about Asiatics to realize that he
was an Indian, He was thick-set, dressed in moun-
taineering costume that had evidently been purchased in
the neighbourhood of Tannenkop, and his green cloth
hat, jauntily turned up on one side with a bunch of
feathers, lay on a stone. As Olga approached, the
owner of the hat pushed back his oily, jet black hair,
that had fallen over his eyes. Olga noticed that his
haaads were extraordinarily small for so stocky a person,
while on the little finger of his right hand he wore a
solitairediamondring, which she took to be of greatvalue.